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One 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction - it has not, nor ever 
will, come to be. It is a work born from my imagination and 
so it shall remain. | don't know these characters and they 
don't know me. | merely want to entertain and not cause any 


harm. 


Notes: | like NASCAR..a lot. | also like Jr..a lot. | thought he and James would make an interesting couple. 


James was becoming increasingly impatient with the man holding the clipboard. He was ceaselessly droning and 
James wasn't having much success tuning him out. The toe of his boot tapped out a rhythm on the hard 
asphalt that would make Lars proud. He raised up his hands and studied his calloused fingertips. Turned his 
hands over and checked his nails for dirt. Adjusted the cap he was given to wear. Took the cap off again and 
ran his hand through his hair. Put the cap back on. Unzipped and rezipped the new race jacket he had acquired. 


Scratched his nose. Picked up his water bottle off the ground and took a long drink Looked around and hoped to 
see someone, anyone damn it, who could rescue him from this annoying insect he was stuck with. Rubbed his 


hands on his legs and then found himself again looking at his hands that were slowly curling into fists. 


James quickly unclenched them. Oh fuck, he thought to himself. You can't bash the guy's face. It's not his fault 
he's so freakin’ lame. Just count to IO and breath deep. Don't let your anger get the better of you. Not here, 
not now. Not ever again can you lash out and ask questions later - as if he had ever bothered to inquire after 


his victims. 


So James was left with only one option. He turned his full attention to the Nextel Cup official whose company 


he was cursed with this fine afternoon 


"The colors will be presented at exactly 12:40. The anthem will be sung at 12:42. Invocation will be said at 12:46 
and then at precisely 12:41 you will say.” 


The official handed him a 3x5 file card. On it was written in big block letters, ‘Gentleman, start your engines: 
"Can you read it?" 

James head snapped up from looking at the card. "Excuse me?" 

"| said ‘can you read it?" Mr Official spoke slowly and with a tad more sarcasm than James was happy with. 


That was it, James had had enough. He struggled with himself not to bitch slap this self-important nothing 
when he felt a hand on his shoulder and heard a soft, southern drawl in his ear whisper "Let me deal with 


this." 
"Hush, Marty, you're botherin' the guests again. Nothin’ better to do?" 


The voice was speaking at normal volume and to James it sounded like warm honey. Honey he wanted to drip 
down the speaker's body and ever so carefully lick up. The hand on his shoulder was slowly increasing its 
pressure and he wanted to clasp it with his own, bring it to his mouth and ever so slowly suck the fingers. 
James shook his head as if that would clear his thoughts. Jeez, stop acting like a teenager in heat. Fleetingly he 
thought perhaps he had been standing in the sun for too long. Nope, the heat of the day had nothing to do 
with it with the warmth he was feeling in his body. He had no idea what this man next to him looked like but 
he didn't care. He could fuck in the dark just as well as in the light. As long as The Voice kept talking James 
could overlook mostly anything. 


Marty shuffled his feet and had begun to look like he wished that maybe he could just disappear. He clutched 


the clipboard to himself as if to shield his chest with armor. Clearing his throat, he began to speak but The 
Voice cut him off. 


"Go along now Marty. I'll make sure our visitor gets back in plenty of time. Your schedule will be safe." 


Marty made one more attempt to say something but The Voice was having none of it. 
"Go on. And tell the suits that he'll be spending the race in our pit and not with them." 


Marty's faced flushed with anger but he knew he had been bested. "Uh. OK. Sure. No problem," he stammered, 
turned and fled. 


"Lord, we all can't stand him. One of these days that clipboard will end up down his gullet. But not today and 
definitely not by you." The Voice lessened his grip on James’ shoulder. "You OK?" 


James nodded. "Yeah, man, thanks." He paused then said in a small voice, "But | really wanted to hit him and." 


"That's not a good idea, right?" The Voice's gave James’ shoulder a final squeeze and then let him go. "Hey, it's 
cool. By the way." 


The Voice took a few steps, stopped in front of James and stuck out his hand "Name's Dale Earnhardt, Jr. Like 
how you play.” 


James smiled. The Voice matched the face. Holy shit did it ever. Eyes as blue as the clear, cloudless sky above. 
Gentle waves of dark blonde hair like his own just brushed the top of Jr's collar. He had a goatee that was 
almost the mirror image of his facial growth. Strong jaw and kissable cheekbones. The Bud red fire suit he was 
wearing hugged Jr's lean body. A few inches shy of James’ height - he could picture the two of them 
together. And it was a damn fine picture. 


He took the offered hand and shook it, hoping he didn't appear too eager. 
"James Hetfield. Like how you drive." 


Jr nodded and grinned. "Thanks. Come on; lets set you up in the pit. Can't have you spending the afternoon with 


corporate folks who don't give a shit when | can give you the best seat in the house." 


| bet you could, James caught himself leering. As he followed the driver he allowed himself delicious thoughts 
of his cock deep in Jr's ass. Yeah, you still think like an 18-year old in lust and thank the Gods for that! 
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James made his Grand Marshall debut; said the four magic words that made the ground tremble beneath him 
as the engines started. He was driven around the track in the pace car. Being a passenger pissed him off for a 
moment but then he was able to study the cheering crowd pumped up for an afternoon of watching the finest 


stock car drivers earn their Sunday purse. 


After he got out of the pace car he was escorted to Jr's pit where he was shown to a coveted spot on the 
war wagon. One of the crew gave him a #8 cap and jacket. James found himself exchanging clothes once again 
He was also handed a headset. 


"You'll be able to hear Jr in his car and you can speak to him but I'd advise against it. It's really for 


conversation with his car chief and spotter." 
James said he understood 


He spent the next few hours deafened by the lion's roar of the cars as they howled by. They were rockets 
that drove within butterfly kisses of each other. He couldn't decide whether the drivers had nerves of steel 
or were just fucking crazy. The precision of the pit crews was a sight that amazed him. Tires changed and fuel 
cells filled in 14 seconds or less. And the crowds. This was their spectacle, their Coliseum filled with gladiators 
strapped inside sheet metal chariots. They screamed approvals for their favorite driver as he flew by and 
cried out in derision for those whom they despised. 


Only five laps left and Jr had a three second lead. His DEI teammate, Michael Waltrip, hung in second place 
keeping the other beasts at bay. James was on his feet, yelling out his support for Jr, caught up in the 
fevered anticipation of the pit crew and thousands of fans. 

And then he heard familiar words come thru the headphones. "Gimmie fuel/gimmie fire.." 

"Drive damnit! Concentrate! Car's great! Just be quiet!" Tony Jr, the car chief, admonished Jr. 

But Jr wasn't listening to Tony. He repeated "gimmie fuel/gimme fire.” 

James felt like a bolt of lightening had struck him and it was electrifying. He was almost positive that the 
words he had written being recited back to him held a promise of more than just a friendly ‘see you around’ 
after the race was over. 


He took a leap of faith. "Gimme me that which | desire," he replied, working hard to keep his voice steady. 


"And | burn," Jr answered, his car surging ahead across the finish line. 


The racetrack was quiet as the two men walked to Jr's car. Their footsteps echoed against the doors of the 
now empty garages. It had taken a few more hours after the race before Jr was free from the rituals that 
followed taking first place. A passage of time that James found painful with anticipation. Once he had heard Jr's 
reply, he knew he was correct in his assumption. Jr wanted him and James was impatient to be had. Patience 


was a virtue but James never claimed to be a virtuous man 


"Hungry?" Jr asked, breaking the silence. 
James nodded. "Yeah but maybe food isn't the only thing | hunger for," he said, his voice husky. 


Jr stopped, grabbed James’ jacket and used it to pull James to him. They stood nose to nose. "Me too baby. 
But listen, don't get pissed. | can't do anything here. OK? Understand? Please?" 


James' cock reacted instantly being so close to Jr. It felt so damn good though the front of his jeans was 
becoming increasingly snug. He could relate to Jr's words though. It wasn't easy being in the public eye having 
to hide your preferences. At least in private he had Kirk, Lars and even Jase to play with. He could bet that 


the Nascar community wasn't as forgiving as his own. 


| know. Don't worry about it," James said gently, resisting the urge to trace the outline of Jr's lips with his 
finger. "It's not easy being green, if you don't mind me quoting Kermit." 


Jr threw his head back and laughed. "Not at all, James, not at all" He gave James an all-to-brief hug and let 
him go. "The hotel has 24-hour room service. Let's go and have a feast." 


"I'm up for anything," James answered. 
"I can tell," Jr chuckled in reply. 


They resumed their walk and reached the car; Jr going to the driver's side, James to the passenger. Jr 
unlocked the doors and suddenly the rear window exploded sending shards of glass into the air. 


"Fuck! What the hell?" Jr yelled, ducking down "James, you alright?" 

Before James could answer a voice called out from the shadows. It was decidedly not a cordial greeting, 
"Hey, Little E! Always thought you were a fucking fag! | was right! 

James heard Jr groan. "| hate that fucking nickname” 


"Jr, who's the shithead?" James asked, his body trembling with the rush of adrenalin that began to course 
through him. 


"Marty," was the terse reply. "And | don't think he's alone." 


"You too, damn cock sucking Satan loving rock star!" Marty continued. "Me and my buddies are going to rid this 
sport of vermin, starting with the two of you!" 


"Fuck," James and Jr swore at the same time, both men still hunkered down on their respective sides of the 


car. 


"James, perhaps your fighting days are behind you but do you think you can break your vow just this once?" 
Jr rapidly asked, anxiously awaiting a response. He hoped the answer was the one he needed to hear. Marty and 
his two goons had strode out from their hiding place into a dim light that flickered off the side of a building. It 
sure as hell didn't appear that they were ready for a ladies luncheon. Armed with tire irons, their faces held 


looks of pure evil. There was no doubt that they were out to do major damage. 


James ground his teeth out of frustration and fear. He had worked so hard on dealing with his anger, learning 
to diffuse situations in a positive manner. Learned that striking out was not an option. Spent months trying to 
undo years of resentment and ugly thoughts of self-loathing. He found talking to, instead of talking at, Lars, 
Kirk and Jason was a hard lesson to learn but it had been worth it. Cleaned his body of alcohol, now the 
strongest thing he drank was coffee. The Horsemen were once again Four with the addition of Rob. His 
transformation was the most difficult thing he had ever accomplished but he had done it. But it was still new 


and fragile and now he was afraid that everything he strove for was going to vanish in a flash. 


"James?" Jr was swiftly descending into a full-blown panic. There was nothing except silence from the other 


side of the car. "Fuck it, James, | can't do this alone. Need your help here bro. Oh fuck, here they come!" 


In full rebel yell mode Marty and his goons rushed the car. 


"Stop, that hurts!" James swatted Jr's hand away, resting as comfortable as he could on the seat of the toilet 
in his hotel room. Turned out they were both staying at the same place - he had a better suite. The 
hardships of heavy metal. 

"What the hell are you using anyway?" 


"Listerine," Jr said, continuing to dab the strong liquid onto the cuts on James' face. "Says it kills germs on 


contact. Wouldn't want you to get infected now, would we." 


"Shut the fuck up," James growled. "Was that what you people call ‘Southern Hospitality’? Where was the fried 
chicken and biscuits? Mint juleps? Scarlet O'Hara?" 


"As if you Yankees are any better," Jr replied coolly, continuing to administer first aid. 
"l'm from California!" James spluttered. Damn, that Listerine burned like a motherfucker. 
"Even worse,’ Jr said dryly. He stepped back. "Your leg needs looking after, take off your jeans." 


"Oh dear, lm not that kind of man!" James pretended to swoon, resting his hand on his forehead. "You didn't 


even take me to dinner!" 


Jr sighed but was amused at James’ theatrics. "I'm not kidding." He crouched down to James’ leg level and 


started to peel the torn fabric away. "Looks nasty. Wow, got your knee good as well." 


James gasped from the sudden stab of pain as Jr continued his examination. He leaned forward and grabbed Jr 


by his shoulders. "Don't. Leave it," he ordered. 


Jr looked up at James and said quietly "You got gravel stuck in there for shit's sake. It's still bleeding. It has to 
be cleaned and." 


James shook Jr. "I said ‘no,' fucker. Are you deaf as well as stupid?" 


Jr pushed James' hands away and stood up. "Stupid? Me? Who took a swan dive onto the back of one of those 
guys? Who did you think you were? A WWE wrestler?" 


The fire that was James’ leg only added fuel to his anger. His thin veneer of bravado was rapidly being 
stripped away. He hurt. He was scared. He didn't like the fact that deep inside himself he actually relished being 
in a fight again. He was struggling to remember the good that had come from spending all those hours soul- 


searching. 


It was too much to bear. The beast contained within emerged screaming. "Fuck you! | don't know why the fuck 
l'm even here. It was your fight. Should've let them kick the shit outta you. | just wanted to get laid. I'm 


leaving!" 


Jr took a few steps to the side to give James room to move. "Be my guest," he replied calmly and motioned 


toward the bathroom door. "I'm not stopping you." 


James used the side of the sink to pull himself up. He tried not to wince as he put his weight down on his 
injured leg. "Damn right, Litte E," he sneered at Jr. "You can take your #8 and shove it! Bet you're a lousy lay 


anyway." 


He was livid. But even in this state a small portion of his brain registered the fact that Jr was not flinching 
from his tirade. This was not the way things usually worked. Men quaked in their boots when The Mighty 
Hetfield got going. And here Jr stood, on guard to be sure but without the deer in the headlights look he was 


accustomed to. 
And this enraged James even more. He wanted Jr to be afraid just as he was. Needed to feel the fear so he 
could feed off of it and gain a corrupted strength. He was grasping to catch a lifeline and Jr wasn't throwing 


one out - at least the type James was familiar with. 


James abruptly stopped his tirade, his breathing heavy. They locked stares - blue eyes met blue eyes. 


"You can stop the tantrum, James, and let me deal with your leg," Jr said, undisturbed by James' demeanor. 
‘lm not going to play in your psycho drama. | understand pain. | understand fear. But you have to understand 
that I'm not part of your past. I'm not here to torment you like other people have done before." He shrugged 
his shoulders. "I dunno. Maybe I'm wrong. Even though we've just met | thought there was a connection 


between us, thought perhaps we could explore that. You know, gimmie fuel/gimmie fire" 
Jr paused. 


James wished he hadn't - he had waited a long time to hear those words. And now that they were being said 
he didn't want Jr to stop because he didn't know how to respond. No, he admitted to himself. He knew what to 
say but he was afraid to say it. So he just stood there, in pain, blood dripping down his leg, onto his boot, onto 
the floor. 


"OK, James." Jr gave him a sad smile. "Guess it's just not to be." He walked out of the bathroom, stopped and 
turned back to James. "Hey man, thanks for helping me out. You saved my ass. | hope you realize how much 
that means to me." He motioned toward James’ leg. "I'm serious. Better get that attended to." With a nod of his 
head to salute James, he headed toward the door. 


You're a fucking moron, James thought to himself. If you don't stop him from leaving your life even before he 
had a chance to get into it you're really going to have issues. Say something, damnit, anything, to get Jr to 
stay. No, don't say just anything, tell him how you feel. That you're scared, that you're downright terrified of 
rejection, that you really. 


"Jr wait," James said quickly, panic in his voice. "I, uh, |, shit" He used his shirtsleeve to wipe the tears that 
suddenly appeared in his eyes. "Please. | need help." 


Jr stood motionless at the door, his hand on the doorknob. 


"| need help." James could no longer stand up, the leg was too painful. He awkwardly lowered himself back down 


to the toilet. He looked at the mess on the floor and became sick to his stomach. 


‘| want your help," he said to Jr in a whisper. "I'm sorry Im such a jerk" Tears were streaming down his face 
but he made no move to wipe them away. "Please don't go." 


Suddenly there was a hand offering him a tissue. James took it and grasped Jr's hand. 
"Thanks, man," he choked out, still crying. "Thanks." 
Jr took his hand from James and then wrapped his arms around him. 


"IFs ok," he said soothingly. "You're going to be alright. We're going to be alright" He stroked James’ hair and 
gave him a light kiss on the top of his head. "God, | am so glad you called me back." 


"Yeah, me too," James sniffed. 

"Look, we really have to do something about the leg. Housekeeping is going to think we held a sacrifice in here. 
Let's get you to an emergency room." Jr let James go, stood in front of him and held out his hands. "Come on. 
Ill help you up, you can lean on me." 


"No," James grumbled. 


"Oh babe, stop being so fucking stubborn! You're making me nuts and we've not even an official couple yet. 


Christ, | haven't even gotten laid!" 

James burst out laughing - it felt so damn good. "OK, OK. You win" 

Jr smiled. "I usually do." 
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Hours later, the two were finally in bed. But it was a very mellow affair - Jr half reclining against the 
headboard propped up with pillows while James rested in his arms. Both exhausted but neither wanted to go to 
sleep just yet. 

"You know." they said together and then stopped. 

"You first," James told Jr. 

"IFs ok, | want to hear what you have to say," Jr told him, leaning down to nuzzle James. 

"No, you tell me” 

Jr lightly bit James: ear. 


"Heyl" James wasn't expecting that. He made a move to get out of Jr's embrace but Jr responded by 
tightening his grip. 


| see that you're going to be a challenge to keep in line, James . We're going to have to work on your 
questioning me when | tell you to do something. But I'll wait till you feel better." Jr said matter of factly but 
his words were tinged with a touch of authority. With one arm still firmly enveloping James, he stroked his 
bare chest with his other hand. 


James closed his eyes, shuddering in anticipation. "Really?" he asked, just about panting in heat. But the pills he 
had taken for the pain were taking hold and he was close to being asleep. 


Jr's shut his eyes as well. "I've just explained the way it's going to be and you're already confused about the 
rules? Keep it going, James, looks like you're going to spend a lot of time being taught" 


"Gimme what | desire," James murmured. 


"And | burn," Jr replied 


